'You are in a job,' he said, licking his lips and beaming at her.

'Yes.'

'Yet you are not registered. The labour book page is such a nice
blank. Is it a private job then?' He came closer, Frossia could see the
reddish brown hair above his thick upper lip, and fascinated, she
watched that smile ripple all over the fat pink face.

'It is not private,' and she stammered out all the necessary details.

'I see,' smiled the man and rubbed his hands as though the informa-
tion given by Frossia were a birthday present.

Dumbly she waited. The crimson-mouthed girl shrugged and lit
another of her loosely-rolled cigarettes.

'Well, Comrade Punin, what are we to do?' she drawled, ignoring
Frossia altogether. 'We have quite a number of such people below------*

'Wait a second,' he checked her and turned to Frossia. 'Well, you
know you have broken the law. And we don't like people breaking the
law. We have had enough anarchy. Things must be put into decent
order. I should say you have no great love for our proletarian laws,
have you?' he asked, smiling genially.

The girl laughed.

'Why do you not answer me?' asked the man in the same agreeable
voice, his chin almost shaking with laughter, and Frossia stood silent.

The man shrugged and looked at the girl.

'Downstairs,' he smiled, 'there is quite enough room. Sorry,
Citizeness Bozert, but you will have to become our guest. I shall have
to find out a few things about you. It is not healthy to have an un-
registered job, you should have known that.'

Frossia spent two nights at the old sugar factory. Konig House, she
soon discovered, was a clearance station where a motley crowd of
people were detained whilst varied inquiries were being made about
them. Arrangements were casual, not to say makeshift. In the room
where she was presently brought by two garrulous, not unkindly
soldiers, she found about fifty men, women, and even children. The
place was spacious and light, but its only door was padlocked on each
new arrival, and the great windows were all barred. Some indeterminate
bedding was lumped along the four walls. Women and children were
given the use of it. The men, both gently bred and others, huddled
together in the middle of the room. Three electric lamps still swung on
dusty flexes from the muddily grey ceiling, but there were no bulbs in
them, and twilight ended in unrelieved darkness. The padlocked door
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